Paddington Station or the streets behind St Martini
Lane* Sometimes in those early days I would wake uj
with a shock and wonder for a few drowsy moment!
what I could be doing in the anonymous room, with itj
red plush curtains and large brass bed. Then the sleep-
ing figure beside me would stir or grunt and realization
would invade my mind like a black wave. I would be
swept by a desire to slip from between the alien sheetsa
fling on my clothes and creep out of the place without
saying another word. I felt obscurely that my dis-
appearance would wipe away the cobwebs of the night.
I never did slip out. It seemed to me that I had chosen
my part and now I must play it fairly.
The street-walking itself I never found difficult.
It was no more of an ordeal than that of the actress or
the mannequin. Like them I must parade across a
stage with the gaze of dozens of pairs of eyes fixed on
me, like them I must submit to the judgment of an
audience. But I wasn't, as I believe an actress is, un-
conscious of the looks I drew. On the streets you can
always feel in the back of your head when you are
being followed. You grow to resent that most irritat-
ing of all men, the man who trails you for minutes to-
gether without being able to make up his mind whether
he is going to have you or not. You learn to be cons-
cious when the heavy feet of a policeman are slapping
the pavement behind you, and it is wiser to become
eclipsed momentarily in a side turning.
I had far more horror of being greeted by one of
my feEow-prostitutes than of being accosted by a man.
I think there is a children's game that consists in identi-
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